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all In such a straightforward, fine, quiet way. I
admire him greatly. He is the Prince of Visitors."
One evening there appeared a burly farmer from
Gloucestershire, the owner of the herd of goats that
supplied the milk. He had travelled south to attend
the Dairy Show at the Agricultural Hall, and lie
called on Mr. Gandhi to tell him that it was his
duty to come and witness the noble animals that
had given him sustenance. This was clearly reason-
able, and a very pleasant hour was spent at the Show
which provided rich material for journalists.
The milk-boy, errand boys, and many others used
to deposit their autograph books with us for signa-
ture. This was referred to In a letter from a lady
of the Intelligentsia which arrived one day with a
request that it was Impossible to grant. She wanted
us to procure a whole paragraph in Mr. Gandhi's
handwriting. " I am sure you can get him to do
this/3 she added, *e as I hear that he gives his auto-
graph even to the milk-boy." It was my job to
write back and explain to her that somehow she
had got the emphasis wrong. Even to the milk-
boy Indeed! He is the son of one of our oldest
families here, a faithful, delightful and cheery soul
with brains, a clear whistle and a fine spirit. Who
more worthy than a milk-boy?
One of my clearest mental pictures is of Mr.
Gandhi sitting with a telegram In his hand looking
distinctly puzzled and a little amused at his own
bewilderment. Grouped round him were secre-
taries awaiting his answer. As I came ins the silence
was bong broken by a deprecatory voice: "But